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In  every  government  thou^  terrors  reign, 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain, 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
^hat  part  which  1?  ws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure ! 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


This  Httle  Ode  had  not  appeared  in  the  world  unaccompanied 
)y  something  better,  but  for  the  reception  it  lately  met  with  from 
leve^a^  newspapers.  The  mercenary  compilers  of  these  publications 
lave  ever  been  disposed  rather  to  assist  the  fruitless  endeavours  of 
ncdiocrity,  than  reward  the  nobler  efforts  of  genius :  With  them, 
luUness,  nonsense,  or  impertinence,  is  always  acceptable,  but  honest 
nerit  never.  Resolving,  th^tefore,  not  to  remain  at  the  mercy  of 
nen  who  cannot  see  when  worth  solicits  their  prote^ion,  I  have 
rentured  to  publish  this  very  trifling  performance,  without  a  com« 
janion  to  share  its  fate  in  adventure,  or  even  a  friend  to  cover  it 
irom  the  censure  that  may  be  ready  to  burst  aroimd.  Merit,  if 
nankind  may  allow  it  the  smallest  share,  is  the  foundation  on  which 
ny  present  expedations  rest;  For  I  even  prefer  deserved  negle<5t,  to 
ihat  applause  which  is  bestowed  by  flattery. 
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Yet  once  again  I  leave  the  ground. 

And  Fancy's  trad  explore  : 
Around  tny  brow  the  wreath  is  bound 

That  drinks  of  human  gore.-^ 
Ye  MtJSES,  why  in  blood  delight  ? 
Or  paint  ye  arms  and  fatal  fight  ? 

Relate,  ye  Nymphs  of  fame. 

'Tis  WAR  we  sing,"  the  Nine  reply, 
(And  groaning  thoufands  swell  the  cry)— . 
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Yes,  yes,  they  bear  me  on — and  scenes 

Of  pale  distress  arise  : 
Wide-wasting  fury  scours  the  plains, 

And  slaughtered  Freedom  dies  ! 
I  see,  I  see  the  angry  god, 
And  Nature  trembles  at  his  ncd — 

Lo  !  WAR  triumphant  rides  ! 
Earth  weeps,  array'd  in  greenest  robes  ; 
And  Ocean  leads  to  dark  abodes 

His  once  auspicious  tides. 

Check  the  wing'd  Courser,  fearless  Maids 

O  seize  the  loosen'd  rein  ! — 
Ha  !  Desolation's  dreary  shades  ! 

Can  this  be  Erin's  plain  ?— 
Yes — Here  will  future  mothers  come, 
Nor  will  the  matron's  grief  be  dumb  ; 

Arid  here  shall  widows  tell. 
How,  ravish'd  from  their  youth's  embrace 
Their  spouses  sought  this  fatal  place, 

And  here,  unwept^  they  fell. 
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111  may  they  fare,'*  my  Muses  sing^ 
That  WA|i,  mistaken,  court. 

111  suits  your  laughter,  gentle  SPRING; 
With  such  inhuman  sport." — 
O  HEAVENa  I  a  galknt  youth  is  low  ! 
Can  none  avert  the  impending  blow  ?— 

I  see  the  steel  descend  ! — 
Perdition  seize  that  flinty  heart ; 
At  once  must  youth  and  genius  smart. 

And  virtue  mourn  a  friend* 

The  strife  is  o'er — and  Erin,  dress'd 

No  more  in  smiling  green, 
But,  wrapt  in  wounds  and  bloody  vest. 

Forlorn  and  sad,  is  seen. 
From  all  their  cots  her  daughters  rush  : 
No  more  they  wear  the  chearful  blush. 

Or  boast  the  sprightly  air  ; 
But  frantic  haste  their  looks  display ; 
And  swift  they  tread  the  crimson  way, 

And  wound  their  flowing  hair. 
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Lo  !  on  the  heaps  of  slaughtei'd  dead^ 

An  artless  tear  they  pour  ! 
Alas  !  their  every  jojr  is  fled  ; 

And  croppM  each  boasted  flower  ! — 
Here,  in  a  hushand^s  cold  embrace^ 
The  Fair  hangs  o'er  that  lovely  face^, 

Which  oft  her  fondness  knew  ; 
On  that  sweet  form  no  more  to  smile ; 
No  diore  exult  in  beauty's  wile^ 

But  weep  her  last  adieu  ' 

Oh  !  may  they  ne'er  with  peace  be  blest/' 
My  feeling  Muses  pray, 
'^^  Ne'er  may  they  know  an  hour  of  rest^ 

That  aid  the  mortal  fray  : 
^  No  parent  may  their  manhood  liave^ 
"  *  But  weep  beside  a  brother's  gravc^ 
In  strife  of  battle  slain  : 
May  they  a  sister's  fate  deplore, 
Her  maiden  innocence  no  more  ; 
^*  And  boast  a  desert  plain 

TINTS  / 


